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Shallow, the spirit!   There are no uncertainties, no

changes; every one is himself or herself, the same this
year as last, as splendidly dull as ever. We are free
of time; we spend an evening or two in eternity, secure
from trouble, in a world ail fixed and constant; the
very stories, heard so many times before and so very
tedious, drone on for centuries, and little we care.
Once again we hear how Aunt Mildred missed the
9.52; and the fire gleams upon pleasant faces, and all
is snug within, while outside there is the wind and rain
and death and destruction and all the ideas in the
world. There we sit, cosy, untroubled, gloriously
fallow, sipping our cups of lethe-water and eating our
hot buttered lotus. Later, we shall awaken like
children from sleep^ and go out, alert, eager a:sd re-
freshed.